arrival at the fakir’s booth. Now Claudia will arrive during the viewing of 
the screen tests in the little movie theater, and Guido will leave with her 
without the others’ knowledge. The car in which Claudia carries him off is 
actually Marcello’s own gun-metal Porsche. It will be necessary to remake 
the transparency shots, which were made with a black Lancia—too heavy 
a car to belong to a woman. Fellini will probably take advantage of this to 
change the dialogue after the new course of the scene here in Filacciano. 

The air is heavy and slightly damp tonight. But Federico is at his 
best. He works out every detail, indefatigably, down to the last shot; the 
kiss as seen over Claudia’s shoulder. Tomorrow we will shoot the arrival 
of the production people in detail. 

Tomorrow—it is amazing that the word any longer has real meaning 
for me. Was it only last night that I slept in Filacciano for the first time? 
At four in the morning, as Fellini asks Guido Alberti and Francesco del 
Drago to share a risotto prepared by the proprietress of the dairy, I stagger 
off to my room in the narrow inner street. There it is still night. But when 
I open the window, a timid gray is groping into the vast curve of the sky. 
A few lights shine feebly on the hills, which are still dark. Below them 
the Tiber is a ribbon of silver velvet. Just under my window, in the lane 
of beaten dirt, a donkey sleeps on his feet. 


July 11. ~=‘In this second day in Filacciano I feel as if Rome 
were light-years away, on another planet. I revel in the gentle limbo of a 
more and more pervasive present. And all because I am lucky enough to 
follow Fellini on a film. 

When I get up, Gilda suggests a bath. The water pressure is not always 
dependable in these houses—nor in the main one—but she offers bucket 
service. A big aluminum tub is brought into the kitchen, with an enamel 
jug to serve as a shower. 

There is no restaurant in Filacciano. When one of the rare visitors 
wants to eat, he is directed to the keeper’s house at the outer garden of 
the big house called La Villa. The keeper’s wife is the proprietress of the 
dairy. At two in the afternoon she is barely out of bed, and apologizes for 
having nothing ready: “I was up till five this morning serving the risotto.” 


Ill 





